UIN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

pretend that you are as young as I am?

CHARLES. I am only fifty, Barbara. But we are both
getting on.

BARBARA. Oh! \With a scream of rage she tears the
drawing to fragments and stamps on them\.

CHARLES. Ah, that was wicked of you: you have
destroyed a fine piece of work. Go back to France. I
tell you I am tired of your tantrums.

Barbara^ intimidated^ but with a defiant final stamp on
the drawing^ flings away behind James to one of the chairs
against the cupboards^ and sits there sulking.

Newton comes in from the garden^ followed by Godfrey
Kneller^ a Dutchman of 34, well dressed and arrogant.
They are both almost as angry as Barbara.

NEWTON. Mr Kneller: I will dispute with you no
more. You do not understand what you are talking
about.

KNELLER. Sir: I must tell you in the presence of His
Majesty you are a most overweening, a most audacious
man. You presume to teach me my profession.

CHARLES. What is the matter, Mr Newton?

NEWTON. Let it pass, Mr Rowley. This painter has
one kind of understanding: I have another. There is
only one course open to us both; and that is silence.
[Finding his chair occupied by the Duke of York he takes
another from beside Barbara and seats himself at the side
of the table on the Duke's left].

CHARLES. Mr Newton is our host, Mr Kneller; and
he is a very eminent philosopher. Will you not paint
his picture for me? That can be done in silence.

KNELLER. I will paint his picture if your Majesty so
desires. He has an interesting head: I should have
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